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Summary: Just a collection of super-short Yata Misaki x Reader I 
wrote . 


1 . You Have To Share 

Yata walked into your small room, smiling idiotically. "Happy one 
year anniversary!" he says. 

"Happy anniversary to you too!" you reply happily. "I have a present 
for you . " 

"Well, I do too." He whips out a bright red throw from behind his 
back, and shakes it out in the air, making it settle over you neatly. 
You roll over and wrap yourself up in it, squealing. 

"Yata, this is the best!" you yell joyfully. He grabs a corner and 
pulls it right off, grinning. You pout while Yata twists it in his 
hands . 

"One condition, love." 

"Anything for that blanket." 

"You have to share." 

At this, you blush profusely, shaking your head and reaching for 
it . 

"Uh uh uha€ 1 " he says, wiggling a finger. 

"Oh, fine. But I get most of it." 

He hops onto your bed, once again tossing the blanket over you both. 
It barely covers both of you, so Yata pulls you close, wrapping you 
both up. Now the happy couple is swamped in plush scarlet fabric. He 



leans in close, touching your nose, and you tilt your head and meet 
his lips with your own. You pull away, as red as your brand new 
blanket, and roll into a bright red blanket burrito. Yata grabs you 
around the waist and pulls you in for a hug, but is only met by your 
soft snores. He sighs just as softly, and falls asleep right next to 
you . 


2. My Hand Hurts 

You shook out your hand. You had been drawing all day, and an amazing 
sketch was the result. Yata barged in and struck a pose. "I know what 
you should do. Draw me," he said. You turned around and replied, "No 
more drawing today. As much as I want to-" you coughed subtly "-my 
hand hurts." Yata clasped your hand in his, and said, "Okay. Wanna go 
watch a movie?" "Okay." He held your sore hand gingerly, and once you 
two settled down, he rubbed it gently. "That feels so good, Yata. I 
didn't know you could be sensitive." "Shaddup." He warmed his hands a 
bit with his aura, enveloping yours with a red glow. You murmured 
your thanks, eyes glued again to the movie. 

Bonus content from Author-chan! 

"So now can you draw your super amazing boyfriend?" 

"Oh, alright." 

*sketches Mikoto instead* 

"Hehehe. Oopsie. Wrong boyfriend." 

*flaming fist* 

"Chill, I was kidding." 

*warm fist* 


3. Nightmares 

You woke up shaking. _I don't want toa€ 1 I don't want to die like 
that!_ You got up, bare feet silent on the soft carpet. "Yata?" you 
whispered. "Yata, Yata?" "Urnghha€ 1 " he popped one eye open. "It's 
1:00 am. What do you need?" "Yata, I got scared. Can I stay with 
you?" "Of course, love." You crawled into bed with him, and Yata 
wrapped his arms around you, already half asleep. You shifted, 
turning over so your face was buried in his long, flame-colored hair. 
"Goodnight, Yata." "Goodnight [F/N] . " Yata's phone buzzed once. "I'll 
check it in the morning. I don't wanna get up now." 

Author-chan's bonus content! 

*checks phone* 

_Yata you better keep it in your pants !_ 

_Love from,_ 

_[Friend] -chan._ 



*You facepalm* 


*buz z * 

_Did he keep it in his pants? 
_Omg [Friend] go away!_ 


4 . A Shy Dance 

You woke up to the sound of a viola filling the small flat she shared 
with her boyfriend, Yata. _A viola? I didn't know he could be 
romantic. _ You walked groggily into the living room, seeing Yata 
standing there in his pajamas, holding out his hand. 

"Would you like to dance?" he asked, completely serious. You giggled, 
taking his hand. Yata settled his left hand on your waist, yours on 
his shoulder, and clasped your hand in his, his face cherry lollipop 
red. He stepped back, his girlfriend moving in time with him. When 
the song came to an end, you leaned forward, just as red as Yata, and 
planted a kiss on his lips, making him turn even redder. Yata put a 
hand behind your waist, pulling you closer, then leaned you back, as 
the last note rang and dwindled to nothing. Anna stuck her head in 
the room, and commented, "You guys look just like the red lollipop 
Mikoto was eating yesterday." 

_**Bonus content from Author-chan !* *_ 

You were going to paint a portrait of Mikoto, accidentally sketched 
Yata . 

"Oh, whatever. I'll just paint him in." 

"Finally got that painting of me, huh?" 

"Don't rub it in." 


End 
f lie . 



